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POBBWOBD 

Being a private in the infantry, I spent 
much time stepping to the **one — two — 
three — ^four — *' count. The rhythm and 
cadence of the marching drummed in my 
ear and tingled in my blood. The * * tramp 
— tramp — ^tramp — '* beat out words and 
rhythm and they ran through my head over 
and over. When I noticed that different 
ones occurred to me every day or two, I 
began to set them down; and soon had a 
collection of phrases and sentences like: 
''The sun frowns down, the sage turns 
brown^*; and **The cactus curls, the whirl- 
wind whirls.'* So then I began to put 
them in form that gave them meaning. 

I whiled away many hours counting my 
lingers to determine the length and meter 
of lines. Several times I drew a hobnail 
barrage because my candle was burning 
when it was time to sleep. Three days I 
cut drill and hid in a Frenchman's hay- 
stack. Half of that time I spent rejoicing 
because I was not having to drill in the 
rain, in the rest of the time I wrote The 
Flu. 
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Sandy Jones, the Court Mabtial^ and 
Hungry Jim are based on stories that 
drifted back from the front. 

I started writing my rhymes for pas- 
tin^e ; I finished them for pleasure. With- 
out apology for their weaknesses, I offer 
them to you, merely as the jottings of a 
doughboy. 

JoftH Ls£^ 
Norman, Okla. 
October 1, 1915. 
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SOLDIER RHYMES 



THE LINE-UP. 
I lined ap for my papers 

• 

When I started in the game, 
I lined up at the office 

And I lined up at the train. 

I lined up when I landed 
And I got my soldier tag, 

I lined up with the rookies, 
And I got a barracks bag. 

I lined np in the morning, 
And I lined up for retreat, 

I lined up at the canteen, 

And I lined up where they eat. 
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I lined up for inspections, 

And they happened every day, 

I lined np at the mail box 

And I lined up for my pay. 

I lined up with my rifle 

And I shot across the farm ; 

I lined up for the doctors 

And they shot me in the arm. 



I lined up for my passes 

So that I could go to town, 

I lined up at the harbor 

When the plank was lowered down. 



I lined up on the steamer 
For every guard detail, 

And when the waves were tossing 
I lined up at the rail. 



\ 
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I lined up at the sick bay 

When afflicted with disease; 

They always marked me *^duty" 
And prescribed for me OC's. 



I lined up for my chocolate 
And my commissary stuflP, 

I lined up then for seconds 
When I didn^t get enough. 



And when the war was over, 
I lined up just the same, 

But by and by one summer, 
That final line-up came. 



I lined up for the steamer 

And it brought me home again ; 

I was so bloomin' happy 

That I couldn't hold it in. 
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And when I saw that statue, 
It wais glory well I reckons ; 

And if I know my senses, 

I'D not line up for seconds. 
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CAMP OODY. 

Out on the plains of Mexico, 
West from the town of El Paso, 
Stretching for miles and great in host, 
Quietly lies a training post. 

Where the sun frowns down, 

And the sage turns brown. 

And the snow it snows, 

And the wind it blows. 

Far to the North and even West 
Tranquilly sleeps a mountain crest. 
Dim in the air of miles between 
Bagged and rough the peaks are seen, 

Where the low clouds skim 

On the blue sky's rim, 

And the red streaks fade 

In the black night's shade. 

Bavens of carrion, soaring high, 
Lazily waiting while the dogies die, 
Sail o'er the sands of Mexico, 
Hang o'er the plains of Mexico, 
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6 Soldier Rhymes 

Where the dog-owls screech, 
And the dry bones bleach, 
And the cactus curls, 
And the whirlwind whirls. 

Out in the sun the soldiers drill; 
Stalwart and grim they train to kill; 
Drilling in cold and training well, 
Drilling in heat as hot as Hell, 

For the sun beats down. 

And the men turn brown. 

And the coyotes wail. 

And the sandstorms sail. 

Out on the plains the men grow strong. 
Marching in columns the whole day long. 
Working away with a silent grin, 
Sweating the sweat of brawny men. 

And the days they dawn. 

And the men march on, 

And the cactus curls. 

And the whirlwind whirls. 



i 
1 
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THE HIKE. 

They hiked four days 

Through heat and haze 

And sand and sun a burning. 

All tired out, 

They faced about, 

And homeward came returning. 

The thomed mesquite. 

It snagged the feet 

That beat the burning desert; 

But lizards lean. 

By yuccas keen 

Enjoyed the scorching desert. 

The miles dragged by. 

The cans went dry, 

The soldiers swore and stumbled. 

A thread of smoke, 

A ray of hope. 

''For there's the camp," they mumbled. 
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The sxm tamed red, 

And dropped his head. 

And dipped beneath the purple; 

The star-bright eyes 

Began to rise 

To brighten heaven's circle. 



The soldier men 

Game marching in. 

Amid a cloud that stifles. 

With weary tramp 

They reached the camp. 

And stacked their dusty rifles. 



All wringing wet, 

With salty sweat 

They loosed their galling sandals, 

And dropped their packs 

From adiing backs 

And lit their thousand candles. 
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THE TROOP TRAIN. 

There was quite a bit of yelling 

When the train began to puff, 
For we felt our blood a tingling 

With the real old soldier stuff; 
For the regiment was leaving 

And was going to the port, 
To embark for foreign service 

Where there 'd be exciting sport. 



But when night had fairly fallen. 

And the train was on it^way. 
We betook ourselves to musing. 

As one does at close of day. 
We sat gazing out the windows, 

Speaking every now and then; 
Watching lights in country stations, 

As we passed with thunderous din. 
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There was something mighty dreary 

In the whistle of the train, 
As it carried us to battle 

From across the western plain. 
Oh, it sounded awful lonesome, 

As it rumbled through the night, 
For it whistled long and grewsome. 

On its hurried eastern flight. 

But the coming of the morning 

Brought the spirit back to us. 
And we opened up the windows 

And began to make a fuss. 
And wo waved at every woman 

And we waved at every man; 
Sure we waved at every girlie, 

And we waved to beat the band. 



Every farmer stopped his plowing. 
And returned a hearty wag; 

There a mother ran out quickly 
With a silken service flag. 
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And she waved it long and tender. 
Bidding us a sweet good bye. 

"Mothers don't forget us, do they I'' 
Said a pal with brimming eye. 

Then we rolled into a city 

That received ns with a shout, 
There were flags of every color 

Gaily scattered all about. 
And the bells began a ringing, 

And the mills began to blow; 
Cigarettes were thrown from windows, 

Kisses frpm the street below. 

So they thrilled us with their cheering, 

As we passed through every place. 
And we yelled and threw them kisses. 

But we never slackened pace. 
For the train was bearing soldiers, 

Who to France must soon be gone, 
So it, like a mighty charger 

Bumbled on from dawn till dawn. 
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THE FLU. 

It stalked into camp 
When the day was damp 

And chilly and cold. 
It crept by the guards 
And murdered my pards 
With a hand that was clammy 

And bony and bold; 
And its b«ath was W 

And mouldy and dank; 
And it was so speedy 
And gloatingly greedy 
That it took away men 

From each company rank. 



With demonish gloat, 
Inflaming the throat 

And cramping the back, 
A sickening pain, 
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A feverish brain, . 

And the soldier went away 

Without his pack. 
But we nursed our comrades 

From evening 'till dawn, 
And wrote to their mothers 
And sisters and brothers. 
And we broke the sad news : 

**Your laddie's long-gone.'' 

Then waited the sign 
In the firing line 

To load and salute. 
I looked at the dead 
With heart that was lead, 
As I heard the sad notes 

Of the funeral flute. 
And I thought as they loaded 

The dead on the train, 
Of all their relations 
Awaiting at stations 
The return of their dead, 

With an aching deep pain. 
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Then out on the ship 
There came this la grippe 

Collecting his toll. 
The breezes blew chill 
And sixty fell ill, 
And they never more answered 

The call of the roll. 
Then my comrade went coughing 

And fighting his last. 
I heard the death-rattle 
Determine the battle, 
And I stood by the corpse 

Of my comrade, aghast. 

The blowing of taps 
On the watery depths 

Was drearily drear. 
The shroud was complete 
In the winding sheet, 
And engulfed every soul 

In a spiritual fear; 
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WMle from the death-plank 

To the greedy surge below 
The bodies went sinking 
And sinking and sinking 
To the bottom to wait 

For the bugle to blow. 
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SANDY JONES. 

I'll tell you the tale of Sandy Jones. 
He loved his bottle and rolled his bones. 
His face was freckled, his hair was red, 
His fists were rough and *^ ready,'' he said. 

His eye was blue and quick as a flash, 
His spirit was lit with daring dash, 
His heart was big and never glum. 
His favorite drink was sorghum rum. 

He begged his bones whenever he shook, 
And woe to the guy who tried to crook. 
He swore by note and cussed by ear. 
And missed all drilling that he could clear. 

But every man in Company E 

For rough old Sandy would swim the sea. 

He saved them all from a terrible fate, 
And that's the tale I'm gonna relate. 
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The orders came from Colonel Bay, 
'* Advance on Fritz at break of day/' 
That night the boys in Company E 
Wrote home to the folks across the sea. 



The barrage opened at two o'clock 

And mountains cowered before that shook; 

The heavens blazed from north to south; 
Each cannon showed its angry month. 



The ears of the gunners ran with blood 
And high overhead the guns kicked mud, 
T\Tiile oaks were mowed like so many reeds, 
And wire rolled up like tumbling weeds. 



The boys went over at five a. m., 
As light crept up from the eastern riuL 
They'd been going for quite awhile, 
When Captain Kuntz began to smile. 
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His artillery was over their head, 
And he was a Hun, so it was said. 
He calmly stood with glasses raised, 
Watching the line where shrapnel blazed. 



A gunner rushed up and showed his watch: 
''It's time to raise her another notch!'' 
' ' I know my business, ' ' the captain said. 
''But, sir, Captain," the gunner plead. 



"It's time to raise our curtain of fire 
'So Company E can pass the wire ; 
We're just ten inches above their hats — 
A few minutes more we'll kill 'cm like rats." 



"I'm commander," the captain burned. 
The gunner scowled and slowly turned. 
And said to himself under his breath, 
"But for the doughboys certain death." 
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Five minutes more in the roaring hum 
He waited the order that failed to come. 
Seven minutes passed without a change, 
The guns boomed on at the same short range. 



The captain stood with glasses raised, 
Watching the line where shrapnel blazed. 
He thought to himself: ^^How fine 'twill be 
When Kaiser Bill puts a cross on me." 



But all of his schemes were twisted awry, 
For up came Jones with hell in his eye. 
His face was bleeding and black with smoke, 
Without saluting he boldly spoke: 



''Yoilr damn barrage is in our back; 
It plays more hell than the counter-attack. 
Sir, waste no time and raise that barrage- 
You'll kill every man of Cap'n McDodge. 
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The captain said, with a kind of a hiss : 
**You'll get the jug for tricks like this/' 
Sandy then looked him straight in the eye : 
''You're talkin' now to a regular guy. 



''Raise that barrage without delay, 
Or you'll go to hell the shortest way. 
If you don't raise it, by God, I will!" 
And he flashed his gatt with expert skill. 



The captain reached to pull his gun, 
"Your game's up now, you lousy Hun I 
You're too slow for stunts like that," 
Sandy said as he emptied his gatt. 



He sent that Hun right home to hell} 
And turned to the gunner with a frantic yell: 
"Raise that baiTage, an' do it damn quick I" 
They raised the barrage, 'twas a simple trick. 
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* * He thought he 'd wipe out Company E — 
I beat him a little, seems to me. 
Take him away and bury his bones,'' 
Were the only words of Sandy Jones. 
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SWINGING ALONG. 

The heavens were dark and dreary, 
The hedges were brown and dreary, 

The weather was drizzling rain. 
The brambles were bare and dripping, 
The branches were downward dipping. 

When orders for marching came. 

The roadway was white and chalky. 
The vineyards were wet and boggy; 

The soldiers went swinging along. 
The drizzle was beating the faces, 
The captain was calling the paces, 

The soldiers were singing a song. 

The houses were old and weathered, 
The tree tops were cut and gathered. 

The stone walls were covered with moss 
The people were quaint and lonely. 
Their shoes were made of wood only, 

Their wagons had merely one * * boss. ^ ' 



i 
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The hike was finally ended, 

The soldiers, both tired and winded, 

Fell out to the right of the road. 
They rolled the bones and the stakings, 
They rolled the pills from the makings, 

And rested themselves by the road. 

They sang of *' Beautiful Ka^ty,'' 
Their lingo was a bit shady, 

For they were not sissies, I vow. 
They talked cognac, vin blanc and beer; 
They sang, **Hail, hail, the gang's all here 

So what th' hell do we care now.*' 
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*^GOD BLESS YOU, MY SON/* 

There *s a little woman with heart so brave, 
That when to the army her son she gdve, 
She bade him farewell without a tear, 
And whispered these words into his ear: 
* * You '11 come homo when the war is won ; 
Be a brave boy; God bless you, my son.*' 
Her farewell sentence rang in my head 
As over the waves the convoy sped. 

Down in the hull of a mighty ship, 
Smacked by the kiss of the ocean's lip, 
As night came down with a blackened dome, 
My thoughts flew back to mother and home. 
Her farewell sentence occurred to me. 
Rocked in the arms of the restless sea. 

I felt the pulse of the engine's throb, 

I heard the pumps with their squeaking sob, 

I heard the hideous siren blow. 

And thought of the liquid depths below. 
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I felt so lonely and half afraid, 
That I raised my thoughts to Him and prayed, 
And through my head these words did run : 
^ * Be a brave boy ; God bless you, my son I ' * 

And then one time when off on a leave, 

I went to the town they call Le Neive — 

And this is the part I blush to tell. 

My soul was tried by the powers of hell ; 

The temptress beckoned, I followed on, 

For I am human — subject to wrong. 

Devils then whispered into my ear: 

^*No one will know; youVe nothing to fear." 



I was yielding myself unto sin. 

Which is an enemy forever to men. 

My soul was losing its fight with hell. 

When into my ear as dear as a bell. 

Bang the last words of my mother's tongue : 

''Be a brave boy; God bless you, my son!'' 
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I turned in my tracks and dinched my hand ; 
I said to myself: ''I'll be a man!'' 
Those words had served me wonderfully well; 
My soul had won its fight with hell. 
Oh, what a help that sentence has been — 
It rings in my ears with powerful din *. 
''You'll come home when the war is won; 
Be a brave boy; God bless you, my son!" 
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THE COUBT-MABTIAL. 

They were trying Sammy Wilkins 

And the proof was very plain 
He was guilty of the charges, 

And to fight the case was vain. 
Officers both stem and solemn 

Had their places in the room. 
On the soldier's face there settled 

Only dark despondent gloom. 

For they charged him with desertion, 

And the evidence was strong. 
They had caught him on a steamer 

That was soon to sail for home. 
Now the advocate presiding 

Waa a captain very stem, 
Who addressed the court-room curtly, 

Making every sentence burn: 
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^^We must take a drastic measure, 

For deserting we must stop ; 
Make of Wilkins an example. 

Give to him the very top ; 
For deserters are a menace, 

They are cowardly and base, 
And the martial law instructs us, 

'They shall die in sad disgrace/ 

*'Now before proceeding further. 

Have you anything to sayt 
Answer the charge, private Wilkins, 

Are you guilty, yea or nayt'^ 
The defendant sprang up quickly, 

Trembling some and very pale, 
But he spoke without a stammer 

For his courage didn^t fail. 

**Sir, I'm guilty, I deserted. 

That I never will deny, 
But, sir. Captain, I*m no coward 

For I'm not afraid to die. 
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I will face the loaded rifles 

And I'll bare my heaving chest, 

But, sir Captain, say not coward 

When your squad has sent me west/' 

Then the captain said they'd ballot. 

So to finish up the case; 
But a soldier interrupted 

Stepping forward just a pace : 
*^Your permission please sir, Captain, 

May I say a word or two?" 
** Speak." His face grew very earnest, 

As he told the things he knew. 

''You're about to shoot my buddie 

On a plain desertion charge 
And I just can't stand it, captain. 

For his heart's too mighty large. 
I've been with him in the army. 

He's a soldier every inch. 
In the hardest task or duty 

I have never known him flinch. 
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* * He was wild to cross the ocean 

For the honor of his flag, 
And through hardships of the army 

I have never known him lag. 
When the flu was raging hardest 

And the lads were cheeking in, 
Wilkins kept the longest watches 

Giving courage to the men. 

' ' I was with him in the trenches 

Waiting for the zero hour. 
At the very thought of battle 

Wilkins' spirit seemed to tower; 
While our heavies were a snarling 

Overhead and all around, 
He would grin and grip his rifle, 

As if he loved to hear the sound. 

*'At the signal from the lieut'y 
He went over with a yell. 

First one on the parapet 

And into the battle's hell. 
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Disregarding every danger 

He went charging through the smoke. 
After that I don't remember 

For our line was badly broke. 

''Then we found ourselves together, 

Waiting for the second wave, 
Lying in a shrapnel crater, 

Which we thought would be our grave. 
For machine-gun bullets pattered 

Hot and fast just over head, 
And the elements were howling 

With the sound of flying lead, 

''Wilkins crawled up close beside me, 

Drew out something from his breast. 
It was in a velvet casing 

With a silver mounted crest. 
Little sister with her ribbons, 

And her golden curling hair 
And her smiling eyes and dimples. 

Was the picture folded there. 
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''And he kissod the likeness gently 

Then he whispered in my ear, 
'I'm just thinking of my sister, 

It's for her that I'm in fear, 
For she has no loving mother 

And she's all that's left to me. 
Pansy and this starry emblem 

Are as dear as dear can be.' 

"Then he drew out from hi? pocket 

Next a pretty silken flag, 
And he wrapt it round the picture 

Kind o' like a little bag. 
And returned it to his pocket 

With a sort o' longing smile. 
And the battle was a raging 

And a roaring all the while. 

"Later both of us were wounded 
By the bursting of a shell. 

And were taken to the nurses 
To recuperate a spell. 
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After that we both were casu'ls. 

Then the armistice was signed 
And there came the months of waiting 

Came the months of marking time. 

^ ' And one day there came a message 

Cablegrammed from U. S. A. 
TeUing Wilkins little Pansy 

Would not likely last a day, 
^Had the flu,' his uncle cabled, 

* And she always called for Sam. ' 
Captain, he was almost crazy 

When he read that cablegram. 

** *Pal,' he said to me, * I'm leaving, 

And I'm going back to her. 
Fighting's over for my country 

Or my trip I would defer. 
But my baby sister's calling 

And she's all that's left to me. 
Farewell, pal, my heart is aching 

And I'm going over sea!' 
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''Captain, that is why he left us, 
Not beeause he wasn't game. 

Then, sir, won't yon make allowance 
And protect him from this shame? 

He was wonnded for his country; 
See the stripes upon his sleeve I 

There's a soar upon his shoulder 

That deserters don 't receive ! ' ' 

No one spoke for several minutes, 

And the soldier took his seat. 
There was silence in the court-room 

For the trial seemed complete, 
And the captain's eyes were swimming 

As he looked out into space. 
Then he cleared his throat a little 

And dismissed the soldier's case. 
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THE SIDE-DOOR PULLMAN. 

Overhead the sign was painted: 

** Forty hommes, or eight cheveaux/^ 
And we crowded in the box cars 

As the train began to blow. 
Not a reglar whistle, either — 

We were in a f orei^ land — 
And that dinky little teapot 

Sounded like a peanut stand. 

But we packed in thick as pickles, 

Because none of us did know 
Just exactly whether we were 

Forty hommes or eight cheveaux. 
Now, to do the Frenchmen justice. 

Please excuse me if I swear. 
For the wheels on that there box car 

Sure enough were damn near square. 
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It was just about like riding 

On a cushion made of rocks. 
And that car was nigh as roomy 

As a small piano box. 
So when we had got a-going. 

And I couldn't find a seat, 
I just oozed myself down easy 

On another soldier's feet. 



And at night we all got sleepy, 

But we couldn't make a bed. 
Sleep! My legs and arms and body 

Went to sleep, but not my head. 
Had a helmet for a pillow 

And a hobnail at my back, 
And my legs were nearly busted 

By another fellow's pack. 

When the cooties started traveling, 
I began to scratch, you see; 

But another soldier piped up: 
''What ye mean a-clawin' met 
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Hey, lay oflf me leg, ye mminy ; 

What th* hell ye think this ist** 
I'd been Bcratehing on Ms cooties, 

And a-thinking mine wnz his. 

Three days later when we landed, 

Out we tumbled all in piles, 
And I think that altogether 

We had traveled twenty miles. 
But I had the rheumatism 

In my back and all my joints. 
As for me, a cross-tie ticket 

Beats that ride in forty points. 
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THE SLUM LINE. 

Impatient for the K-P's sign 
The soldiers waited there in line. 
They stood in file instead of rank, 
And some were fat and some were lank. 



But each was bent upon one feat, — 
To get more slum than he could eat, 
To get there quick with his mess-tin. 
And gobble it down and fall back in. 



They lined up long before the hours 
And got well soaked by Frog-land showers, 
On one foot first then on the next. 
And shooting bull from every text. 
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They grouched because the non-coms led, 
And wondered why they ate ahead. 
* * Theyve got the stripes, and we must mind, 
Nun-skums first and us behind/' 



/* There goes a guy a sneakin' in; 
Give ham a soak under the chin! 
Don't let 'em in, take up the slack, 
Straighten the line, make 'em go back!" 



**Wadd' ye mean a buckin' the' line! 

Git out o' here, go back behin'! 

Don 't git hard or git back at me ! 

I'll bust yer bean on that there tree!" 



A mess-kit flashed up in the air, 
A fight began right then and there. 
The others yelled in highest glee, 
'^He bucked the line ahead o' me!" 
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^' It served him right, he got his due, 
I'll bet a frano, he's Wop or Jew." 
They kept their places there in line 
And made that bird fall in behmd. 



They sang* a verse of some old song. 
And cassed the cook, and cassed him strong. 
They'd sing some more and then repeat. 
And then they'd yell, ''When do we eatf" 



^*Who won the war?" They yelled with ease. 
And always answered, ''The M-P'sl" 
And down the line there came the cry 
"But they were backed up by the Y!" 



"I wonder what they'll have, by gum!"* 
**Ye know dam well that they'll have slum. 
With carrots and turnips and meat. 
And that's Ihe stuff we've got to eat." 
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And then the doors swung open wide. 
And they all rushed to get inside^ 
And spilt the slnm on blouse and pants, 
For such is life in far off France. 
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THE BATTLE OF COGNAC- 

Down in Vin Blink Valley 

The greatest fight was fought — 
The greatest fight that soldiers, 

In their struggles ever wrought. 
There were sons of wealthy parents, 

There were soldiers colored black, 
There were Yanks of all description, 

Fighting the Battle of Cognac. 



There was Major (made you) Lovit, 

With his soldiers all in line. 
Waiting for this great offensive. 

Which they opened right on time. 
First a scouting party started, 

Sniffed the air and gave alarm. 
Got a shot of Sherry brandy. 

But it did them little harm. 
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Then they opened up the heavies 

With a cognac barrage, 
And they took a nim-chaud toddy 

With a porto camouflage. 
Soon they felt themselves so wealthy 

And their spirits were so gay 
That they ordered all they thought of 

Trying to buy that Frog cafe. 



Their tongues went loose with a parlez 
v(ms — 

They spoke more French than the French- 
men knew: 

•'Bring us some frontage, will you, Mon- 
sieur? 

Bring us a beefsteak with pommes du 
terrer' 

^'Hey, you Froggie, you good lookin* jane, 
Fry us some oeufs and bring us Au pam. 
Gar con, vin rouge; we need an encore; 
Our bottles are empty, so bring us some 
more. 
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* ' What do we care for a few old francs 1 
We're the fellows they call the Yanks. 
We licked the Kaiser and all his men. 
How's that, old Froggie, c'est tres bienf 



*'We want to manger something to eat — 
A bottle of beer; make it tout de suite. 
Ah, merd, Mademoiselle, m^rd! 
What do they call you, Susan Marie? 



*^C'est tres hien, you little French queen. 
Now bring me a glass of Benedictine. 
Your glass is empty, Corp'ral Jack; 
Garcon, my comrade, encore cognac. 



'^Monsieur, we're soldiers; comprenez 

vousf 
And when we drink we drink beaucoup; 
But when we soldier, we soldier right. 
Have a cigarette, and here 's a light. ' ' 
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I'ime came on to close the cafe. 
**Parquoi, Monsieur; v<ms gonna fermezf 
Ah ou% fellers; you see that sign: 
'This joint mnst close at half -past nine/' 



**Hey Monsieur; how much are we duel 
Comment? Cinquante francs et vingtcing 

sous ? 
Pick it out of this comme d comme ca. 
For what you said Je ne comprends pas/' 



**Au revoir, Monsieur; au revoir, cherie. 
Bye, little girl; we're gonna partir. 
Donnez moi a kiss before I go f 
(Jack, how'd you say kiss in Frog lingo?) 



* ' Come on, fellers ; there 's an M. P. 

I '11 bet my hat he 's comin ^ id,'' 

* * Oh, he 's all right ; he 's a friend of mine. 

Leave him to me ; I'll hand him a line. 



16 SoLDiEB Rhymes 



i4 



Bon soir, buddy; how's the M. P.f 
Everything's jake; have a drink on me. 
I'm the best dainm sport that drinks cog- 
nac. 
T didn't come to France an' I ain't goin' 
back." 



So the battle raged on in the Valley Vin 

Blink, 
And many a Yank went fighting the drink. 
A. W. 0. L. with a Mademoiselle, 
Fighting the booze and drinking vin rouge, 
'Till the list of the casualties grew pretty 

big, 
For half the gang was drunk in the brigg. 



1 here were cafes to the right of them. 
Cafes to the left of them, 
Cafes in front of them. 
All run by civilians, 
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And into the Valley Vin Blink marched 

three millions, 
And they never all came back, 
For ten thousand Yanks 
Filled up their tanks 
At the Battle of Cognac. 
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HUNGRY JIM. 

We were gathered 'round the camp fire 

After all the war was done, 
Hearing <boys with most experience, 

Telling how they beat the Hun. 
There was one with long dimensions, 

Lank and skinny as a rail. 
So at last we all persuaded 

Hungry Jim to tell a tale. 



**Wal, it happened up in Flanders 
On a sultry summer night. 

I wuz on a sooutin' party 

Down along the Belgium right. 
Fritz's guns were barkin' sorter 

Like a dog that's lost his trail. 
And the star shells kept a blazin' 

Like a light that's 'bout to fail. 
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''I got lost frum all the others 

An' I got all turned around. 
So I went the wrong direction 

Till I got on Fritz's ground, 
Then afore I knowed what happened 

I wus in the Heinies' hands, 
Standin' in a duogut office, 

Tellin' lies to their demands. 

^^All at once the door swung open, 
Two big Heinies came right in. 

One wuz guardin' of the other 
An' the guard wuz kinda thin. 

But the other wuz a whopper, 
Must a stood at least six feet, 

And he seemed to be a Yankee 

Though the proof wuz not complete. 

'^So the colonel ast him questions 
And they both wuz talkin' Dutch, 

An' I couldn't understand 'em, 
Didn't care so very much. 

I'll admit he had me guessin' 
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For he had on Heinie rags, 

Au' he spoke their language fluent 
An' WU2 wise to all their gags. 

^ ' And I think he fooled the others ; 
They wuz 'bout to let him rest, 

When the colonel thought of somethin' 
That would be a final test. 

So he walked up to the prisoner 
With a little colored rag, 

And he says in perfect English, 
'See this ugly U. S. flag.' 



'*Wal, I felt myself a slippin' 

When he said them nasty words, 
For my temper commenced boilin' 

At them meas'ly lousy birds. 
But I saw that it 'uz useless 

For they had the drop on me; 
So I waited then a watchin' 

Just to see what I could see. 
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**Then the colonel spread that emblem 

Out before this pris *ner guy, 
And a sneerin' smile wnz gleamin' 

In the comer of his eye. 
*I'll just show ye somethin', sonny/ 

Loud like he began to brag; 
* Here's how I regard the Yankees.' 

An' he spit on that there flag. 

**I forgot myself entirely, 

An' I lost my cautious holt. 
Wal, afore I checked my actions 

I had hit that Hun a jolt; 
An' I don't just know exactly 

Which of us had hit him first, 
But I think that huskie pris'ner 

Is the one that hurt him worst! 



''For he landed him a stunner 
Jist below his German beak, 

An' I beared him hit the floor 
But I never beared him speak. 
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Over went the only candle 

An' the room wuz black as pitch, 
Onards wuz fightin' one another. 

Not a knowin' which 'nz which. 

**Now I don't know why I done it, 

But J jumped to git that flag, 
An' I bumped the other pris'ner, — 

He wuz after that same rag. 
So we got it both together 

An' we tore it half in two ; 
An' I got the lower portion 

An' a little of the blue. 

**Here it is, same little ribbon. 
With its colors bright an' clear. 

But I've wandered frum my story 
Jist to show my souvenir. 

Wal, that pris 'ner wuz a sharp one ! 
Guess he saw my skinny frame, 

For I'm gonna really tell ye 

How I got my present name." 
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''When we got outside the openin' 

*Run/ he says, 'you hungry Jim!' 
An' I didn't stop to tell him 

That my reg'lar name wuz 'Slim.' 
But I beat it back to buddies 

An' I tole the tale to them 
An' the boys began a laughin' 

An' they named me Hungry Jim." 

"But about that other feller, 

I have never heard a thing. 
I don't know, but I'm thinkin' 

Fritzie got him on the wing. 
Jist to tell the plain ol' gospel, 

Wal, I didn't stay to see, 
For they had them bullets whizzin' 

Not a thousand miles frum me." 

Hungry Jim then settled backward 
As if his story was complete. 

And a brisk commotion started 
Just beyond the speaker's seat; 
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And a big and husky soldier 
Stepping forth began to say: 

** Right you are, they broke my anklo, 
Just the same I got away." 

*'And I brought this little souvie 

This here tiny colored rag." 
So he matched it to the other 

And it made a perfect flag. 
Then the boys began a singing 

Of our Spangle Banner hymn, 
While the hero was a dancing 

Round and round with Hungry Jim. 
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TAPS. 

Darkness covered heaven's dome, 
Time for taps had slowly come. 
My feet were sore, my strength was spent, 
I stumbled t' bed within my tent. 
The bugler's notes were sweet and clear. 
I thought of you my mother, dear, 
I thought of God and His Great Sod, 
I fell asleep for taps had blown. 
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